Mail-Order Macro 

Blinds were drawn along both floors of the unassuming suburban house. The living room 
window’s blinds were kept parted by two fingers. Narrowed eyes peered out for the fifth time in 
ten minutes. On this occasion, they widened and the blinds snapped back into place as a delivery 
truck came screeching to a halt in the street. Its driver emerged, carrying a large cardboard box 
up to the front door. The tall, uniformed bull put the package down and went to knock on the 
door. 

He recoiled his fist, suppressing surprise at the fact that the door had already been flung 
open, and there, where he had been getting ready to knock, was a bat. Brown-furred and wearing 
a loose-fitting, wrinkled shirt that hung from his skinny frame. A mop of dirty blond hair bobbed 
at the slight quirk of his head. Spectacles covered tired eyes that warily looked up at the bull. 

“Sign here, please.” The bull regained his professional demeanor, holding a clipboard 
out. A scrawny hand snatched at the attached pen and scrawled out something that could have 
almost been considered a signature, one that designated the name of said bat as Kyrm. “Big 
package.” 

“Yeah,” Kyrm replied, an anxious tug of his collar and avoidance of eye contact putting 
an end to any friendly conversation. The thought that this man might have even the slightest 
suspicion of what was inside put a blush beneath the brown of his narrow snout. 

“Well... Have a nice day.” The delivery man walked right out of Kyrm’s narrative, 
leaving him fidgeting by the threshold of his quiet suburban house. 

He circled the knee-high box. Then, squatting down, he seized it with both hands before 


hurrying inside, hastily kicking his right foot behind himself and using it to slam the door shut. 


He put his box down on the coffee table, now noticing the subtle perforations that marked 
it. Kyrm put a sensitive bat ear to its side, frowning. He didn’t hear a thing. 

After slicing a claw through a tape seal at the top of the box, he opened it to unveil a 
plastic container with penny-sized holes markings its sides. He was nervous, for whatever 
reason. He fogged his glasses with a few breaths before giving the lenses a rubdown against his 
tee. He slicked his mess of hair back, took a deep breath, then pressed down on both safety locks 
atop the container, freeing the side lid handles, which he gripped. The lid wouldn’t come off, 
however. He tugged and tugged, trying his hardest not to disturb his delicate cargo. 

“Who sealed it this tight?” Kyrm growled through gritted fangs. Out of frustration, he 
flexed his skinny arms and wrenched the lid up. It came off so easily that it caught him by 
surprise. His arms flung back, and he dinged the inside of the cardboard box. He threw himself 
off balance, staggering back and falling flat on his ass. 

He reached forward on instinct to save the boxes falling from the coffee table, but they 
were already hitting the floor. The cardboard box thumped to its side, expelling the plastic 
container. With the lid undone, its contents somersaulted out. Coming to a halt between Kyrm’s 
knees was a little blue creature. It sat up—he sat up, to be politely specific. Shaking his tiny head 
from side to side sent a floppy pair of shoulder-length ears and pale blue-grey hair bobbing. 

Even if Kyrm had known what was inside the box, he gawked at his mail-order micro, 
unable to believe something so small could exist. A finger-tall reptile. One with a sleek, 
consistent, skin-like coat of cobalt scales. Wide red eyes stared up while Kyrm’s own 
unremarkable hazel ones stared down. 

“Hi!” The small creature hopped up, delivering his greeting in a squeak of a voice. “I’m 


Sprisk.” 


Kyrm inched his finger forward, feeling like he was making first contact with an alien 
race. This... “Sprisk” didn’t even flinch from a gentle prod of the fluffy tuft of fur at his chest— 
the same color as his head of hair. It was soft as cotton, and melded with his hair, attached to the 
mantle of fur that dusted his shoulders and spilled down his back. 

“You’re actually real?” Kyrm managed. “Not like... a... a machine or something?” 

“All scale and blood!” Sprisk took hold of the sides of Kyrm’s finger. “Here. Pick me up 
and get a better feel.” 

“Ah... Maybe we should get you some clothes first? How’s that sound?” 

“Why?” 

“You’re naked.” 

“Does that bother you?” 

“T mean, a little.” 

“Didn’t you order me online because—” 

“Er, yeah, but...” Kyrm interrupted, pulling his finger back and scratching the back of his 
head. “Now that you’re in front of me, this is all a little weirder than I thought.” Oh, God, he was 
blushing in front of someone he could flatten. This was so embarrassing. He had ordered this 
dragon so he would have someone to feel more confident around, but already his first impression 
was that of a bumbling nerd. 

“C’mon, pick me up!” Sprisk spun around. He wagged a hefty tail more than half his own 
height, thick at the base, his back fluff trailing its tip and ending at a fork reminiscent of a shark 


tail. “It doesn’t hurt if you hold me by the tail.” 


Well, he was the one asking. Kyrm reached down and pinched the dragon’s little tail, 
lifting him up into the air. He did so with great care and uncertainty, until the blue dragon 
dangled in front of his snout. 

“Hiya!” Sprisk waved, nude and not too troubled by it. This close, it was easier to see his 
draconic snout curved into a wide grin that showed off an array of tiny fangs. 

“Er, hi. Uh, is all of this... legal? You’re like... a person. A real person.” 

“Tunno.” Sprisk shrugged. He reached forward, balancing his elbows to Kyrm’s nose. He 
seemed awfully confident for someone so small. “Can I have somewhere more comfortable to 
sit?” 

“Oh. Right. My hand, or something?” 

“T was kind of thinking your face.” 

Kyrm hoped the double meaning was a happy accident, but he felt accommodating. Like 
he wanted to prove to the little dragon that he had nothing to worry about. 

“God, this is not at all how I thought things would play out.” Kyrm let Sprisk kneel on 
the bridge of his snout. 

“How did you think it would play out?” Now that he was literally in Kyrm’s face, it was 
impossible not to take in Sprisk’s entire body. He was cute. Anyone so bubbly and small was 
inevitably going to be. But under a magnifying glass, that bubbliness definitely carried over as a 
way to describe his figure. 

A body like that, well... There was a reason Kyrm had stopped flipping through online 
selections the moment he landed on the dragon. 

Tiny but stacked. Slim-shouldered and wide-hipped, he was, in a very literal sense, 


thicker than a Snicker. Meaty thighs in a kneeling pose showed off a squishiness that tantalized 


Kyrm. Despite being twenty times the size of the tempting little creature, he kept himself under 
control. Between those legs laid a juicy cobalt cock with a pronounced pink head. It might have 
been smaller than Kyrm’s claw tip, but to this little guy it was a regular thigh-slapper. 

“So...” Sprisk said, leaning forward until he was laying stomach down and taking up the 
entire bridge of Kyrm’s snout. His legs hung over the edge past the knee, so he curled them back, 
kicking his heels into his little blue backside. Little for Kyrm, huge on Sprisk. Plump and 
pronounced, the dragon had a wagon... or a set of marshmallows, size considered. “You ordered 
me for weird sex stuff, right?” 

“What?” An embarrassed spasm would have flung Sprisk right off if he didn’t reach 
around and hold onto either side of Kyrm’s snout. “S-sorry, but you can’t just say things like 
that.” 

“Wow, you’re kinda shy for someone so big. I can feel you getting warmer every 
second.” 

“T’ve just never done anything like this before.” 

“What, had sex with a micro?” 

“Don’t say it like it’s nothing!” Kyrm cried. He tried his usual tactic of averting his eyes 
from his conversational partner—it was a bit harder at this proximity. 

“What’s wrong?” Sprisk patted the side of Kyrm’s snout. “Don’t you like how I look?” 
He sat back up in a kneeling position, gesturing to himself. 

“You look...” Kyrm bit his lip. “Nice.” 

“Hey...” Sprisk spoke in a soothing voice. It was mortifying—the damned micro was 


walking him through this. Kyrm figured he would be the one in charge. Looming over the little 


dragon. Giving orders and playing with his puny body. “It’s okay. Just get up onto the couch and 
relax, alright?” 

Kyrm obeyed. He got up and slumped against the couch. “Is this really ethical?” 

“What?” 

“There’s obviously an uncomfortable power dynamic. Plus, I bought you... how does 
that work? And even if we did do something, how do I know you won’t end up hurt and—” 

Sprisk interrupted by slapping the bottom of his tail against Kyrm’s mouth. “You think 
too much,” the dragon concluded in his squeaky voice. “You like the way I look, right?” He rose 
to his feet, surprisingly stable on the narrow platform. 

“Um...” Kyrm gripped handfuls of the couch cushion. Why lie? “Y-yeah. It’s why I 
chose you from the catalogue,” he mumbled while watching Sprisk run his hands along his 
thighs. They looked so invitingly smooth, just like the rest of his body. 

“That’s good enough for me,” Sprisk said. “Oh!” he squeaked in surprise, as he was 
knocked onto all fours by a shaky fingertip—one that squashed into his backside. Both cheeks 
were wide as his fingertip. They were warm to the touch. For all his misgivings, he shamelessly 
prodded it while Sprisk held on tight. “So that’s what you like.” He pushed his hips back against 
Kyrm’s fingertip, rubbing up and down. 

“Er, not exclusively!” Kyrm pulled his finger back. 

“Hey, you don’t have to justify yourself.” On all fours, Sprisk turned around. “It’s my 
best feature, right?” He wasn’t afraid of showing off. He peeked over his shoulder, wearing a 
knowing smile while swaying his hips in the opposite direction of his thick tail. He delivered a 
firm smack to his left cheek; it didn’t produce much sound, but, this close, Kyrm could 


appreciate the wobbling effect. 


The world’s smallest tease, but it was having a big effect. His glasses were fogging up. 
His heavy breaths must have been a telltale sign of his excitement for the tiny showman. 

Sprisk peered over the edge of Kyrm’s nose. Without warning, he somersaulted down. 
“Ah, Sprisk!” Kyrm cried, trying to snatch the dragon midair. He missed, then flinched as he felt 
Sprisk land on him. 

“This for me?” Sprisk called from below. 

Kyrm gulped before slowly peering straight down to where Sprisk sat atop the 
pronounced denim mound of his crotch. He let out a small, strangled sound of discomfort, 
because Sprisk was right—it was for him. 

Straddling the outline of Kyrm’s erection, Sprisk took hold of the zipper fly’s pull tab, 
closing his eyes and baring his teeth, tiny arms trembling from exertion. 

“Um...” Kyrm nibbled on his index claw, watching as, for the first time in his life, 
someone tried to strip him. He could have stopped Sprisk at any time. Instead, he asked, “Need 
help?” 

“Yeah!” Sprisk let go, propping himself up on all fours while situating himself above the 
trapped erection. His tail wagged from side-to-side as he said, “Lemme at it. Lemme—woah!” 
Kyrm had been fast in undoing his jean button and then tugging the fly down. His erection 
surged freely through the open fly in his boxers, flinging Sprisk onto his butt. 

His erection thumped against his slender, brown-furred abdomen, now exposed as Kyrm 
hiked his shirt up. Most of the work had already been done just by the sight of the hot little 
dragon, leaving the leaky head lubed with pre. 

Sprisk got up. He wasn’t quite as tall as Kyrm’s dick, but his waist was wider. He sat 


right down on top of it, riding like a cowboy as his presence caused it to twitch. 


“Are you sure this is okay?” Kyrm asked. 

“More than okay.” Sprisk crawled to the other side; he sported his own tiny erection 
while sitting across from Kyrm’s cockhead. He showed surprising strength by lifting the erection 
up and plopping the head onto his lap. “Woah!” A spurt of pre gushed out against his middle. 
“You’re really pent up.” 

“T... Pve been nervous this past week, so I haven’t really been able to get off.” Kyrm 
fidgeted, trying not to move too much, lest he disturb the dragon whose little hands explored his 
sensitive glans, causing them to swell and the entire appendage to throb. 

“Let’s fix that.” Sprisk spoke in a low croon. His own erection pressed into the topside of 
Kyrm’s spongy glans. His gentle strokes coaxed more shudders from Kyrm; he dipped his snout 
down and delivered an affectionate series of nuzzles and laps to every sensitive spot he could 
reach. Then, without warning, he picked up the pace, hugging the head and burying his face into 
it while going to town. 

“Fuuuuck,” Kyrm hissed, shuddering from the sensation. How was someone so small so 
goddamn good at getting him off? He couldn’t take much more. He took hold of his own dick 
and started vigorously pumping. The sudden movement forced Sprisk onto his back; it didn’t 
occur to Kyrm until after to get him out of the blast zone. 

A load of spunk blasted Sprisk in the stomach. Kyrm kept on tugging his shaft and giving 
his micro a pearly coating. He closed his eyes and groaned through the next few spurts, then his 
arms went limp at his sides. After a few moments, his haggard breathing returned to normal. 


His eyes snapped open. “Ah, Sprisk! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to... oh.” 


Sprisk seemed quite content where he was. He was almost cat-like in the way he licked 
seed off himself. His eyes were closed and he wore a contented smile in spite of the mess that 
coated him. 

“T guess I should get you washed off.” 

“Tt can wait!” Sprisk called. “You look tired.” 

Come to think of it, he was. A sleepy smile spread across his muzzle and his eyelids 
drooped. He gently stroked Sprisk’s slightly sticky head; Sprisk leaned into his touch like a pet, 
still lapping up seed even when Kyrm’s hand went limp and he closed his eyes, drifting off to 


sleep. 


With a quiet yawn, Kyrm stirred, stretching his arms up, wingspan running wide. 

“Evening!” came a voice from below. Little hands gripped Kyrm’s shirt for support. The 
second he stared down, a snout pressed against his own and delivered a kiss with a small, 
slithering tongue that poked into his mouth. 

Rather than reciprocate, he cried out, scrambling to his feet and unintentionally flinging 
Sprisk to the floor. A few hours ago, he might have been hurt by that fall, but it only elicited a 
light grunt this time. 

Kyrm looked down, ready to apologize—then stopping at what he saw. “Sprisk?” He 
stared down at the dragon woozily standing up, supporting himself by bracing both hands against 
the pillar of Kyrm’s sagging pant leg. “What happened?” 

“T grew!” Sprisk proudly called up in a voice that, while still squeaky, was now much 
easier to discern. A foot and some change of cobalt dragon stood just shy of Kyrm’s knee. 


“Are you feeling okay?” 


“T feel great! I grew a little while after you passed out—look how big I got!” Sprisk 
marveled, heading over to the box he popped out from. He lifted the plastic container upright, 
now tall enough that he could peer inside. “I can’t believe I was small enough to fit in there!” 
While he faced away, tail swishing contentedly, Kyrm guiltily ogled. Not just the finer details, 
like the more discernible marks on his back or the four black horns upon his head. He went 
lower. 

Maybe this wasn’t so bad. There were... substantial benefits to a slightly bigger pet 
micro. 

He considered consulting the online owner’s manual, but decided that could wait. “Hey, 
Sprisk.” The dragon turned at his words. Kyrm zipped up his fly. “Want me to show you to your 
new, uh... arrangements?” 

“You’re giving me the house?” Sprisk craned his neck up, looking around with an eager 
expression. 

“Er. No.” After a considering pause, Kyrm picked Sprisk up; he was still extremely light. 
He held the dragon with one hand, balancing his butt in the crook of his arm. Like a little pet, 
Sprisk dug his claws into Kyrm’s shirt. “But you can live here. With me. How’s that sound?” 
Kyrm started walking through the living room. 

“And now that I’m bigger, I bet it’Il be even easier to get you off.” 

“Exactly!” Kyrm replied without really listening, then blushed. “Er. Wait. No.” 

“But... we'll still do more stuff like that, right?” 

Why hide it? “Yeah.” 

“You’re awkward for someone so big.” 


“Great, I guess that’s my first impression—even to a micro.” 
; y 


“Tt’s cute!” 

“You’re the small one. I’m supposed to call you cute,” Kyrm grumbled. He showed 
Sprisk his house, earning a variety of oohs and aahs. The growth spurt nagged at the back of his 
mind, but he decided it was some odd hiccup. Sprisk was an odd micro, after all. Besides, if he 
reached out to the company, they might ask for Sprisk to be sent back before providing a 
replacement micro. 

He didn’t want a replacement—he wanted Sprisk. 

“And here’s our room.” Kyrm flipped on the light and revealed the messy interior. 
Paraphernalia that marked him a member of the nerd tribe accosted the walls. A computer 
chugged away atop a desk in the corner, neon lights flashing in its interior. “I’m not actually 
sure what I’m going to do with you, now that you’ve outgrown the container I was gonna keep 
you in.” 

On the computer desk sat a glass fishbowl. He put Sprisk in front of it. At his old height, 
it would have been a roomy little pad with some dollhouse furniture, shade, and, most important 
of all, a television remote to operate the screen fixed to the wall behind it. Now, Sprisk could 
crush most of that furniture flat. 

“Guess it would be weird to keep someone the size of a small toddler totally locked up. 
You can do a ton of stuff for yourself, now. But... what should I do about a bed?” Kyrm stroked 
his chin. 

Sprisk turned around and plopped down on the table’s edge, kicking his tiny legs back 
and forth. “I'll just sleep with you.” 

“That doesn’t sound too bad.” Kyrm didn’t like how easily he agreed with Sprisk, but it 


wasn’t like he was suggesting anything harmful. And the truth was, he did want to sleep with the 


curvy little dragon—that is, if he really was a dragon. With his height and build, he was more 
like a very short kobold. Maybe the site thought dragons were more desirable product? 

“Yeah.” Kyrm nodded, talking to himself. “Not like things can get weirder. I’ll sleep with 
the giant micro I just covered in my...” He cleared his throat, looking back down at Sprisk. 
“First, let’s get you washed up.” 

When the time came to sleep, Kyrm did so awkwardly cuddled up with his new, 
miniature, $6.99-off-the-net roommate, who was obscured beneath a comfortable enclosure of 
leathery batwings. Sprisk passed out first, face buried into Kyrm’s chest. A nagging though kept 
Kyrm awake for a few moments more before his eyelids dropped and he passed out. 

What felt like an instant later, he awoke with a sound that seldom escaped his lips this 
early in the morning: a moan. 

A dream fixated on shapes big, blue, and round made much more sense when he sat up 
and saw his bedsheet was tented. This wasn’t just morning wood; he threw the sheet aside and 
saw his pajama bottoms had been rolled down his hips. His twitching erection was being fondled 
by Sprisk, who, mid-lick, looked like his hand had been caught in the cookie jar. 

“Sprisk?” Kyrm asked, rubbing at his eyes. 

Before responding, Sprisk dragged his tongue all the way to Kyrm’s tip, then called, 
“Good morning!” as if nothing was the matter. 

“Ah, isn’t it a bit too eah—ahh... early for this?” Kyrm was already breathing heavily. 
How long had Sprisk been playing with his dick? 

“Mm-mmm,” Sprisk hummed in the negatory, opening his mouth wide and managing to 
pop Kyrm’s entire cockhead inside. It was a tight fit, but the harmless prodding of his fangs and 


his flicking tongue made it a good fit. 


Kyrm knew he should have intervened, but he also knew he didn’t want to. His hands 
curled into fists, and he let out a deep sigh as his load spurted with enough force that it made 
Sprisk gag. Mid-orgasm, the dragon popped his mouth free, but that didn’t stop him from having 
a meal in bed. His tongue worked fast. He almost seemed hungry for each drop that ran down the 
shaft. 

“Good morning to you, too,” Kyrm grumbled, unable to resist a smile while watching 
Sprisk contentedly gulp down the load. “Guess we better get you washed up again.” 

Shortly after cleaning Sprisk with a washcloth—spending a bit longer on the dragon’s 
lower half than intended—and making him promise not to start each morning this way, it 
occurred to Kyrm the website hadn’t actually given instructions on feeding micros. It had 
mentioned table scraps would be fine, but he suspected Sprisk needed a bit more than that. 

Against his better judgment, he told Sprisk to behave and left the house. He grabbed this 
and that from the grocery store, uncertain what micros ate. He probably bought more than was 
necessary, but he wanted to be prepared. 

The second Kyrm entered his house, small arms wrapped around his left thigh in a hug. 
“Welcome home!” Sprisk said, tail wagging excitedly. He planted his chin against Kyrm’s leg 
and gave a toothy grin up to the bat. 

Kyrm dropped the bags of groceries he had been carrying. “Did you get bigger?” 

“Yeah!” Sprisk remained a munchkin by an stretch of the imagination, but considering he 
had arrived just a day ago maybe three or four inches tall, matching Kyrm’s mid-thigh for height 
made him a giant among tiny people. 

“What, but...” As Kyrm fumbled his words, Sprisk walked over to one of the dropped 


bags of groceries. 


“What’s in here?” Sprisk asked, going down and all fours and crawling into the bag. 

“Food I thought you might like, but... shouldn’t we talk about your growth spurt?” A 
plastic bag crinkled as it tore; then came a ravenous crunching sound. Kyrm squatted down and 
dragged Sprisk out by one leg. He had already demolished an entire bag of chips. 

Turned out, Sprisk could eat. Kyrm decided talk about growth spurts could wait; his 
little—though less little than intended—pet dragon’s stomach was growling! His body weight 
and then some vanished into the black hole of his gullet; he ate faster than Kyrm could prepare 
food. It was honestly impressive. 

For the rest of the day, despite the increased temptations that came with an increased 
Sprisk, Kyrm managed not to fool around with his pet... if a person closing in on half his height 
could be considered such. 

But no matter what Kyrm thought of Sprisk as, Sprisk plainly thought of him as some 
kind of master. One he was eager to please. Sprisk never strayed far, which meant, for sanity’s 
sake, applying a quick fix of a t-shirt to keep him from walking around with his pronounced hips 
waving everywhere. He looked much cuter in what amounted to a sagging dress. 

He was content to sit on Kyrm’s lap while he browsed the internet and played games. The 
thought to research Sprisk’s strange condition returned, but he seemed fine. Healthy. Energetic. 
... Hot. Kyrm kept putting it off. Then, rather than worry about it, when nighttime rolled around 
without any more growth spurts, he threw on a movie for them to watch. With his hands freed 
from mouse and keyboard, he developed the urge to slide his hand underneath Sprisk’s shirt and 


fondle his heft. 


It was an urge Sprisk was all too happy to oblige, giving words of encouragement up to 
his larger, blushing bat companion. Kyrm grew increasingly flustered, so Sprisk craned his neck 
all the way up and deliver a sudden peck to the lips. 

One that Kyrm, after some hesitation, returned. 

However, even with his hardon burning beneath Sprisk’s generous hips, Kyrm managed 
to resist taking things any further. 

Not that Sprisk ever made it easy for him. When it was time for bed, and Kyrm, shirtless, 
had a teddy bear of a dragon sprawled out atop him, he was painfully aware of Sprisk’s figure. 
That fat ass he could once palm had filled out. Sprisk pushed his hips back towards Kyrm’s hand 
for the sake of inviting him to explore his enhanced ampleness. 

But that’s where Kyrm let it end: blueballing himself as drifted off to sleep. 

He would soon discover, however, that Sprisk’s appetites definitely didn’t end at the 
pantry. 

The next day, Kyrm tried to instate a sense of normalcy. He showed Sprisk how to 
operate the television downstairs, hoping it might keep him preoccupied. After that, Kyrm went 
back upstairs to his bedroom, gaming headset on and controller in hand, he glared at his 
computer screen. Profanities were flung across the web while he fought against the need to 
similarly fling his controller across the room. 

Ten minutes in, the purr of a zipper came from his lap. 

“Ah, Sprisk?” said Kyrm. “What’re you doing?” 

‘“Who’s Sprisk?” one of his friends asked over the headset. 

“Uh, nobody, it’s just...” Kyrm trailed off as he looked down to where Sprisk, standing 


underneath his desk, had already undone his zipper fly. 


“Get your head in the game you fucking idiot!” someone else growled. Kyrm died in- 
game. Hard to stay concentrated with a flirty, two-foot-six dragon fondling his sensitive parts. 
He didn’t stop playing, though. Caught between both activities, he found he was too excited to 
stop Sprisk... but too deep into the game to stop playing. 

Both vied for his attention—and Sprisk, with his exploring hands and eager tongue, 
inevitably won out. 

Kyrm’s controller thumped to the floor. His moans played over the headsets of his 
confused teammates. He put his hand to the back of Sprisk’s head and guided his mouth up and 
down. For someone so small he sure could fit a whole lot of dick in his mouth. 

“T think I need to take a breather,” Kyrm told his friends over the microphone. 

“Dude, did you just start jacking off on mic?” 

“Sh-shut up,” Kyrm managed. 

“You totally are!” 

“T said shut—ahh.” He broadcasted a gasping moan as he came in Sprisk’s mouth. The 
dragon didn’t even gag. He wore a contented expression, eyes heavy-lidded as he released a 
series of gip, glp, glp sounds, gulping fast as he could. 

After that, he parted his maw from Kyrm’s softening, spit-soaked shaft and let out a 
pleased sigh, as if his thirst had been parched. He scurried from the room while Kyrm slumped in 
his desk chair, tongue lolling. 

A few minutes later, he put on his headset and said, “...Back.” 

Later in the day, when Kyrm next crossed paths with Sprisk, it almost didn’t come as a 
surprise that he had grown even bigger. He didn’t notice at first, until doing a double-take when 


they both stood in the kitchen. Crotch-high. Half Kyrm’s height. 


“How are you still getting bigger?” he asked. 

“Is something wrong?” Sprisk cocked his head. “Do you not like me like this?” 

“No, it’s not that! It’s just...” 

“Do you want me to be smaller?” 

Kyrm hesitated. “No, not really, but—” 

“Great!” And Sprisk hugged Kyrm’s leg before hopping up and trying to force the 
refrigerator open. “Could you get this open for me? I’m starving.” 

It was becoming that much harder to ignore Sprisk. The dragon’s body just wouldn’t quit. 
He was half Kyrm’s height, yet they both had near-identical width to their hips. 

The next day, Sprisk decided to forego Kyrm’s t-shirt for coverage. He relaxed in the 
nude, stomach-down on the couch, eyes closed. A wiggle of those jutting blue mounds beckoned 
Kyrm. Before he even realized what he was doing, he sank his hand into Sprisk’s right cheek. He 
marveled its buoyancy. Its pleasant, supple texture and the warmth beneath those smooth scales. 

“Tt’s pretty big, isn’t it?” Sprisk asked. 

“Ah, I’m sorry!” Kyrm jerked his hand away, suddenly aware of what he had been doing. 
“T didn’t even ask if I could do that.” 

“You’ve always got an open invitation.” Sprisk propped his hips up with his knees, 
sinking his hands into his cheeks and spreading them to reveal a hint of pink at the curvy cobalt 
core. “You’ve been feeding me so much—I wouldn’t mind giving you a meal.” 

Kyrm gulped. No matter how much of a feast those fat blueberries were, he didn’t dig in. 
But, after watching them wiggle for a few moments more, he did undo his jeans and pull down 
his underwear. A tail-pulling hotdogging session later and his cum was soaking the underside of 


Sprisk’s tail, pooling at the base of his crack and sliding into the depths. 


“T can’t wait until they’re even bigger. I bet you’ll just start drooling when you walk into 
the room and see ‘em.” Sprisk wagged his hips again, and Kyrm couldn’t keep his eyes off. 

“Right. Bigger.” Kyrm gulped. He staggered up from the couch and hurried to his room. 
What had he just done? It had taken him all of two minutes to cum all over Sprisk. It wasn’t like 
him to just throw himself over someone like that. 

Yet Sprisk was so nonchalant about the whole thing. He was like an extra-short, extra- 
wide roommate-with-benefits arrangement. One fed on Kyrm’s dime, but who certainly paid his 
keep in other ways. 

For what was left of the day, he managed to avoid Sprisk. Rather, Sprisk managed to 
avoid him—considering his next growth spurt, he likely laid in wait until Kyrm was asleep 
before slithering into bed. 

Morning came again and Kyrm rolled over, only dimly registering the general lack of 
space in his own bed. His feet thumped to the floor by his bedside, then he got up and yawned. A 
similar thump followed a moment later. The mattress creaked, and Kyrm’s shoulder was brushed 
by another shoulder while a deep yawn came from his immediate right. 

He turned. Slowly. As if he had just woken up with a stranger in his bed. He had, in a 
way. One who was now turning to face him with similar slowness. And while the bleary-eyed 
bat’s ears were flat to his head, eyes wide with surprise, Sprisk’s own huge ruby eyes were 
joined with a steadily expanding grin, fangs exposed as he came to the same revelation Kyrm 
did: 

They were the same height. 

That, and far from the same width. Kyrm was a rail. Any meat on his bones was nothing 


compared to Sprisk, who had bigger arms. Broader shoulders. A more pronounced chest. 


And his hips... Forget the hips, the dick on this man. 

This was getting out of hand. 

“T didn’t sign up for a regular roommate,” Kyrm said, taking a step away. 

“Look at you!” Sprisk exclaimed, wrapping Kyrm up in a tight hug. “You’re skinny and 
cute.” 

“C-cute?” Kyrm squirmed. To his horror, that’s all he could do until Sprisk let go; the 
dragon was stronger than him. He stumbled back, bumping his dresser. “Sprisk, this is getting 
out of hand. We really need to figure out what’s going on, here. I ordered you off a micro 
website.” 

“So?” Sprisk walked next to Kyrm and looked into the mirror; Kyrm did the same. 

“So you’re definitely not a few inches tall anymore!” 

“Tt’s great!” Sprisk declared, wrapping his hand around Kyrm’s shoulder, bumping his 
plush hip into Kyrm’s decidedly scrawnier one. And as Kyrm surmised their differences, he 
couldn’t help but let Sprisk’s enthusiasm infect him to some small extent. 

“Okay, but... maybe we ought to get you some clothes?” he meekly suggested. 

“You’re giving me your clothes?” Sprisk frowned. “I thought the pet was supposed to go 
around naked?” 

“Not all of my clothes,” Kyrm said. “Just... enough that you can have some modesty for 
once.” He fumbled for a pair of boxers in his dresser and handed them off to Sprisk. “Here. Try 
these on.” 

Sprisk did. The resultant tug up his round thighs ended with both leg openings split at the 


seams; his backside swallowed the backend; his junk was an obscene, plaid-patterned bulge at 


the front. “These are a little tight.” He tugged at the waistband, shimmying his hips around a bit 
more. The boxers burst. 

“Leeeet’s just stick with a t-shirt,” Kyrm said. 

Even that looked too tight on Sprisk. His arms filled up the short sleeves that would 
usually billow for Kyrm. It hugged around his abdomen and exposed some draconic midriff. But 
it was... something, at least. Maybe some stretchy yoga pants would fit. 

The day progressed with strange normalcy after that, except for Sprisk staying in close 
proximity to Kyrm. Uncomfortably close, perhaps. Sitting next to him on the couch, casually 
shifting the heft of one thigh over the other. Eating with him. Lying on the bed and watching 
Kyrm browse the internet. 

And the knowing smile he wore... 

They both felt it, a calm before the storm. If Sprisk hadn’t stopped growing now, why 
would Kyrm’s height be the magical threshold? 

It wouldn’t, was the answer. 

Kyrm dreaded the night. When they were both yawning and ready for bed, he stood there 
with a very nude Sprisk behind him. 

“Oh. Geeze, the bed is gonna be cramped. Maybe you should sleep on the couch?” Kyrm 
suggested in a quiet voice. 

“But I like sleeping with you,” Sprisk reasoned, hopping onto it. 

“Yes, but... you’re getting bigger, and—” 

“Here.” Sprisk dominated his half of an already cramped single bed while lying on his 


side. He patted the available half. “I bet you’ll be out like a light.” 


Kyrm wished he had chosen a less attractive micro. A normal-sized guy like Sprisk 
wouldn’t give him a passing glance under any other circumstances. He felt inadequate around 
his... “pet,” which Sprisk still insisted he was. 

As Kyrm approached the bed, Sprisk added, “I figured you could go without clothes?” 

But if he really was a pet, why was Kyrm the one who kept obeying orders? He shed his 
pajamas without a second thought before nervously nestling into bed, lying on his back, arms 
folded up over his chest. He really was a skinny bat. Compared to Sprisk’s broad self, he felt 
small. He let the dragon manhandle him onto his side, so they were facing one another. Sprisk 
still wore his capricious little smile; his red eyes twinkled with a hint of mischievousness. Kyrm 
wore an uncertain expression, his vision distorted with his glasses removed and placed on the 
nightstand. 

But he didn’t need good eyesight to see Sprisk sliding his hand from his generous hip. 
Inching forward so they were pressed crotch to crotch. 

“Are you nervous?” he asked. 

“A little,’ Kyrm replied. For whatever reason, he spoke near a whisper. “The truth is, I 
ordered a micro because I’m, well... I’m a bit awkward with regular people, and now you’re as 
big as me.” 

“Don’t worry,” Sprisk crooned, lowering his own voice to a whisper. It sounded so 
different from the cute little squeak that came when Sprisk was unpacked. “I can take care of 
everything. And I don’t know what you mean about being big as you.” His smile widened. Kyrm 


jolted as a hand curled around his cock. “I’m definitely way bigger.” 


Sprisk had both of their lengths curled up in one hand. Sprisk’s flaccid shaft was easily 
twice Kyrm’s. A fat dragon dick. They both stared down to their hips—foreheads pressed 
together. Kyrm stammered and fidgeted, bat toes curling. 

“Would it be so bad if I grew bigger than you?” Sprisk asked. His other hand guided 
Kyrm’s to the fat of his hip. “That’d just be more of me for you, you know.” 

“Ghh,” Kyrm replied, unable to form words. While Sprisk retained his iron hold on both 
their hardons, Kyrm shamelessly groped Sprisk’s ass. 

“You’re already so close.” Sprisk sounded genuinely surprised. “Can I turn you on that 
easily?” He rolled over onto Kyrm; they might have been the same size, but Sprisk’s physique 
made him that much heavier. The bat was pinned on his back to the bed. His breaths grew 
hitched. He could barely keep his eyes open. 

Sprisk let out his own pleased sigh in tandem with Kyrm’s moan as they both orgasmed 
at once, their ejaculate matting the bat’s stomach. His own load was the much smaller of the two. 
After three spurts, Sprisk’s drooling shaft kept on leaking. His balls were so much heavier; they 
tensed while continuing to churn out more seed. 

“That better?” Sprisk cooed, swirling a finger along Kyrm’s stomach and bringing a trail 
of semen up to his mouth, sampling the taste. 

“Y-yeah.” 

“Good.” Sprisk leaned down and dragged his pointed, reptilian tongue across Kyrm’s 
stomach. He licked until their admixed loads were replaced by saliva. After that, Kyrm found 


himself blanketed by Sprisk’s weight, his chest fluff so soft and comforting. 


Any concerns over Sprisk’s increased size—and stagnantly enormous libido— 
disappeared as his hands almost instinctively ran the perimeter of hips so much wider than his 
own. Up to handfuls of a bubbly blue backside his palms sank into. 

Kyrm closed his eyes, lulled to sleep by Sprisk’s rhythmic breathing. 

He woke to the sound of breaking glass. He sat up in a sweat, flipping on the bedside 
lamp. 

“Sprisk?” he whispered. But the blue dragon was gone. Kyrm’s mouth hung half-open at 
the sight of the warped doorframe, slightly rounded at its middle. 

Another crash got him out of bed. Was there an intruder? He tiptoed through the house, 
peeping from the overlook of the second-floor hallway down into the living room. There was a 
faint light coming from the kitchen. 

He crept downstairs. The refrigerator door was open, blocking his view. The threshold 
leading in had been warped like his bedroom’s. He inched into the kitchen with what little space 
there was between the refrigerator door and the entrance. With his back still to the wall, he went 
completely still. 

He had meant to alert Sprisk to his presence, but he was too busy taking in the sight of 
the huge dragon raiding his fridge. How tall was he? Definitely taller than the refrigerator, and 
demolishing anything he took hold of. He emptied a milk carton then tossed it over his shoulder. 

No wonder; he needed calories to sustain all that. He had hips wider than the fucking 
fridge! Dear God, one cheek alone was broader than Kyrm’s chest; jutting out like that and 
bouncing around, it was nearly level with his face. He could walk up and plant his mouth right 


between those luscious— 


No. What was he thinking? Kyrm shook his head. “Sprisk?” he finally managed, though 
without the forcefulness he had intended. It was more of a choked whimper. 

Sprisk stopped. He rose to his feet, horns scraping the ceiling even with a slight stoop. He 
peered over his shoulder. There was a lone, raw sausage poking halfway out from his mouth. He 
slurped it up and cried, “Kyrm!” in a voice far deeper than that of his so-called owner. 

Turning around, his clawed feet thudded against the floor. A flaccid dragon shaft the size 
of Kyrm’s forearm hung near his chest. He pressed his back harder against the wall, as if trying 
to recede into it. This wasn’t happening. They had been the same height when they went to bed. 

Now, he stared straight ahead into Sprisk’s stomach. 

“You got so small!” Boom. The entire room rattled as Sprisk plunged to his knees, which 
thumped against the wall to either side of Kyrm, flanking him with spread, cushy thighs thicker 
than his torso. 

Even down on his knees, Sprisk remained slightly taller. His face was uncomfortably 
close. Ruby eyes large as Kyrm’s fists stared into his own. 

“Okay, something is definitely wrong with you,” he said. 

“Ts there?” Sprisk held his hand up. After a pause, Kyrm pressed his palm against it; his 
hand was like a child’s compared to Sprisk’s, his fingers barely running past the length of the 
palm itself. “I like the view from up here.” 

“Yeah, but... you’re like ten feet tall. What’Il you even do now?” 

Sprisk gave a confused frown. “The same thing I have been doing. I'll live with you.” 

“You can’t even get your hips through a doorframe!” 

“Well, yeah. They need to make room for me.” 


“What’ll you eat?” 


Sprisk shrugged. He gestured to the emptied fridge. “Anything. Whatever you get me.” 
He leaned in closer, a curious expression on his face. One Kyrm couldn’t quite read. “You’re the 
owner here, right?” 

Kyrm gulped. He didn’t like the hidden implication in those words. That someone in this 
relationship had to be the owner. He cleared his throat, puffing his chest out a little and hoping 
his nerves didn’t show. “Of course. Of course I’m your owner.” He delivered a ginger pat to 
Sprisk’s snout, which seemed to satisfy the dragon, whose tongue poked out between his lips. 
“But, uh... It’s getting late. How about we go off to bed and finish talking about this in the 
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morn—ing!” Halfway through that last word, Kyrm was picked up. Cradled in Sprisk’s arms. 

“Good idea,” Sprisk said. The refrigerator shuddered as he slapped its door shut with his 
tail. He stooped on his way out from the kitchen. His long strides cleared the living room with 
ease—it was the only place he could stand up straight, since half the room rose to an angular, 
second-floor ceiling. 

The stairs creaked under him. The hall to the bedroom was extremely narrow, with just 
enough room for Sprisk to wiggle through while on his knees. 

Then, the bedroom. Kyrm winced as he heard more of the doorframe buckle. Something 
fell from the wall with a swish of a man-sized tail. 

“Careful!” he cried. 

The entire bed meant for one person creaked under Sprisk’s bulk. His knees hung past the 
edge and ran over to the wall. It looked uncomfortable, but he didn’t protest. No doubt, because 
it meant, with him hogging the bed itself, Kyrm would have to lie atop him. He hoisted Kyrm up 


and laid him on his back. He made a point of keeping his legs spread to keep his feet balanced to 


Sprisk’s thighs, as opposed to grazing the monster between his legs. His chest fluff made for a 


comfortable pillow, and while Kyrm wanted to tell the dragon filling his cramped bedroom this 
was all absolutely insane, soon, with a heavy arm locked to his chest, Kyrm heard Sprisk’s 
booming snores as his chest rhythmically rose and fell. 

Unable to lift the arm, Kyrm racked his brain for a solution to the Sprisk conundrum. 

How was this possible? What was causing it—and why was he so... so okay with it? He 
laid there, trying his hardest not to panic. 

Was it the food? No. Sprisk grew the first night he arrived, well before he even had a 
meal. 

Except that wasn’t true. 

Sprisk had gotten a meal. A very protein rich one. The same kind of meal he had been 
getting a steady diet of during his time here. 

“You’re kidding me,” Kyrm whispered. 

Insane as it sounded, it was so damn obvious. More obvious than the ten-foot dragon 
dominating his bedroom. The constant flirting. The endless sexual encounters. Sprisk fixated 
entirely on Kyrm’s pleasure. 

It was his cum. His fucking cum. 

That was it, then. He had made Sprisk into this, but he couldn’t let it keep going. His food 
bill and the average value of his house had already taken a considerable hit from the costly 
mistake he had been too busy being horny about to recognize early. 

No more sex stuff. That was his resolution. 

Sprisk let out a bellowing yawn, sleepily adjusting his arm until his hand nearly covered 
Kyrm’s chest, delivering an unconscious, possessive squeeze before fingers curled, claw tips 


providing a gentle, soothing stroke. 


This was going to be harder than he thought. 

Much. Harder. 

Kyrm woke from a titillating dream related to his big blue bedspread. The same 
bedspread that must have been encouraging that dream in the waking world, because his gigantic 
hand had enfolded Kyrm’s morning wood, and was steadily stroking it. 

“Sprisk, no!” Kyrm ordered, sitting straight up. Much to his surprise, Sprisk let go. Kyrm 
turned to see a quizzical expression on the dragon’s dauntingly large face. “I... I don’t think we 
should do that anymore.” 

“Oh. Sure. There’s plenty for us to do now that I’m this big.” 

“That’s not what I meant.” Kyrm slid off Sprisk, hurrying to the other end of the 
bedroom. “What I mean is... I... Ineed a bit of space, okay? You grew so suddenly. This is a bit 
overwhelming for me.” 

“No problem!” Sprisk gave a surprisingly warm smile as he heaved himself off the bed; 
its night with the dragon had resulted in all four of its legs being bent. He started crawling 
forward; Kyrm hurried out into the hall to stay ahead. “But when you do need me...” A heavy 
hand weighing upon Kyrm’s shoulder halted his retreat. Sprisk kept him there while crawling 
forward on his knees. 

“Don’t hesitate to ask.” 

Sprisk’s left hip skidded against the wall—and Kyrm as well, momentarily pinning him 
to a sleek and soft surface. Sprisk soon led the way. Kyrm had to duck, avoiding Sprisk’s tail as 
it flicked overhead, delivering heavy slaps left and right as he continued forward. 


The view of the dragon going was as good as it had been coming. 


Remarkably, Sprisk respected Kyrm’s wishes. He was made to sleep downstairs, and was 
expressly forbidden—read: pleadingly requested—from coming into the bedroom. Sprisk didn’t 
seem too happy about it, but he liked that he could actually stretch out in the living room. 

Kyrm tried to keep to his bedroom. Of course, he didn’t want to make it look like he was 
avoiding Sprisk. He didn’t want to show any more signs of intimidation. This was still his house, 
after all. 

That felt a little less true with each passing day, however. Whenever he heard Sprisk 
thumping around downstairs, he listened intently. Praying he wasn’t about to have a large, blue 
visitor bursting into his bedroom. 

Whenever Kyrm hurried through the living, any sudden movement on Sprisk’s part set 
his heart racing. 

Sprisk watched a lot of television down in the living room, and with few outlets for his 
energy, he soon took to yoga. A slow enough exercise that his weight wouldn’t demolish 
anything in the house when he did it. 

The first time Kyrm discovered Sprisk doing yoga, he didn’t make his presence known. 
In his own house, he felt like a peeping child, hands curled around the chest-high panel that let 
him overlook the living room. Squatting down, he peeked from behind it while Sprisk swapped 
from one alluring pose to another. Poses that emphasized his form. Legs bent, hips flared. Thighs 
in the air. 

He was stunning, and he didn’t even seem to realize it. If only Kyrm hadn’t solved the 
mystery of Sprisk’s growth. He could have been blissfully ignorant. Climbing on that beautiful 
body like a jungle gym. Sinking his hands so deep into Sprisk’s shapely behind that they 


vanished from view. 


It took him a whole minute to realize he was idly fondling his crotch. He wrenched his 
hand from his erection with a cry. He ducked before Sprisk looked up, then hurried on all fours 
back to his bedroom. 

Sprisk hadn’t caught him, thank God. 

A full week passed. A week of Sprisk throwing his weight around. Teasing Kyrm, 
consciously and unconsciously, to the point that he had to flee to his bedroom to masturbate to 
the thought of the dragon he couldn’t touch without disastrous consequence. 

He managed for that long. An impressive display of willpower for someone so seduced 
by Sprisk. Someone intimidated and aroused by his change in equal parts. But a week was a long 
time to wait in what might have been a lifetime with a ten-foot roommate whose body he wanted 
so badly to indulge in. 

Saturday afternoon. Sprisk was in the middle of another yoga session. A session of bent 
knees and upraised tails joined in floor-brushing squats that might have, in Kyrm’s opinion 
looked better with a face as the destination. 

Once again, he was spying on Sprisk. 

Except this time, Sprisk looked over his shoulder and said, “Hey, Kyrm.” 

Kyrm was so startled he fell flat on his ass. He scrambled up and tried to look natural, 
running a hand through his hair, which had become increasingly disheveled throughout the week. 
“H-hey, Sprisk. Doing some exercises?” 

“Yeah!” Sprisk carried on with his squats. “Care to join me?” 

“Oh, uh... maybe next time.” Kyrm took a step back. 


“Tt’s funny, you always watch me, but you never join in.” 


“That’s...” Kyrm’s mouth went dry. He braced himself to the wall for support. “That’s 
just because I don’t know any yoga.” 

“Come on!” Sprisk said. He thumped to his knees, tail wagging. “I'll be your teacher.” 

Kyrm took a deep breath. 

“Here. Kneel right next to me.” Sprisk patted the floor. Kyrm headed downstairs, his 
view down to the huge dragon became one in which he looked up. Reluctantly, he obeyed. While 
they both knelt before the television, the differences between them were that much more 
pronounced. 

Sprisk handled the undersized remote and hit play. He talked animatedly about the poses 
appearing onscreen, suggesting some that might be easiest for Kyrm. Kyrm was blushing. 
Staring into his lap and trying not to stare into Sprisk’s. 

Just being close to Sprisk left him excited. He followed along during the exercises, albeit 
halfheartedly. He tried to keep his gaze fixed to the floor, but his eyes betrayed him. Seeing those 
huge thighs so near and in motion. Watching Sprisk’s manhood bob with every pose. Seeing him 
act so casually despite being huge, hot, and unclothed. 

“You’re having a hard time holding these poses.” Sprisk got up and turned around, 
backside facing towards Kyrm and offering only a few scant feet of space. He bent forward and 
demonstrated surprising flexibility, peering out from between his spread thighs. “Here, watch 
me!” 

Kyrm was watching, alright. How many times had he touched himself to sights like this 
within the last week? Sprisk flared his hip to the right. Then the left. Kyrm didn’t remember 


when he had last blinked. 


“T don’t think you’re watching my pose, Kyrm.” Sprisk stood straight up and startled 
Kyrm from his reverie with a hard slap to the side of his ass. 

“Yeah, I was.” 

“What'd I say just before that?” Sprisk asked. He turned around. He didn’t look upset. 
Quite the opposite as he went to his knees and brought himself face-to-face with the flustered 
bat. 

“Um. Something about, ah...” Kyrm would have fled to his bedroom if he wasn’t 
suddenly weighed down by Sprisk’s hand on his shoulder. 

“T’m starting to think you weren’t paying attention to any of those poses.” Sprisk’s hand 
traveled lower. Kyrm tried to bat it away, but he was too weak. He gasped as Sprisk squeezed his 
crotch. “If you enjoy staring at me that much, why have you been avoiding me?” Sprisk let go. 
Kyrm knew better than to run away. 

Instead, he decided to the truth: “I... found out what’s making you grow.” 

“Your cum,” Sprisk said, matter-of-factly. 

“Tt’s my... wait. You knew?” 

“Tt was kind of obvious.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“T didn’t want you to stop enjoying yourself because of a little detail like that.” 

“Tt’s a huge detail,” Kyrm said, his voice cracking. 

“But I want you to enjoy yourself.” Sprisk began kneading Kyrm’s shoulders. “I know 
how pent up you are. Whenever you’re up in your bedroom, I can hear your moans from all the 
way down here.” 


“Y-you can?” 


“Tt’s because of me, isn’t it? It’s always when you’re done spying on me when I’m 
exercising.” 

“Tt... might be.” Kyrm tried to look away, but Sprisk took hold of his chin and coaxed 
him to look forward. 

“You’re so shy.” Sprisk chuckled. “You don’t have to hide it. Wouldn’t it be better to just 
say what you’re feeling?” 

A few seconds of silence and the dam broke. “Fine. Yes. There’s so much of you to stare 
at. Every time I pass you in the living room, it’s hard to look away. I mean, you know I chose 
you from the catalogue because of how you look. Everything about you is so...” Kyrm let out a 
whine. 

“Especially my butt, right?” Sprisk massaged Kyrm’s chin between thumb and 
forefinger. 

“Yeah,” Kyrm replied; he was still shivering. Feeling himself standing before a 
dangerous threshold. One he was being seduced towards. 

“And why’s that?” 

Kyrm worked his jaw, but nothing came out. He was at a flustered overload. 

Sprisk seemed to realize that. “Sit down on the couch,” he ordered. 

Lacking the energy to argue, Kyrm walked over to the middle cushion and slumped onto 
it while Sprisk stood up. 

“Scooch yourself down, till only your head is touching the back.” He curled his finger. 
Kyrm knew where this was going, but he couldn’t stop himself. The consequences were so much 


further than what he wanted. “Good!” Sprisk put his hands to his hips, grinning down. He then 


turned, and Kyrm had a bottom-up view of that bubbly butt he spent so long gawking at. Lusting 
over. Wanting to be buried underneath. 

“Ready?” Sprisk asked, once more leaning forward to peer between his legs. 

Kyrm opened his mouth, but ready or not, Sprisk came down. The next sound that 
escaped Kyrm was a muffled gasp as the air was expelled from his lungs. Down came Sprisk’s 
cushy backside. From head to stomach, it devoured Kyrm; his arms were stretched to the sides. 
His hands barely managed to exist outside the smothering circumference that married the rest of 
his body to the couch. 

One wiggle wedged his face deeper. Another, and his entire head was swallowed into the 
depths of the crack. His snout was pressed right up against that hot, pink ring. Kyrm couldn’t 
handle it. This last week, his defenses had been whittled away. Now at his most vulnerable, he 
withdrew his tongue and obediently licked. 

He was rewarded with a quaking moan from Sprisk, as if he had been waiting just as long 
for this chance. The moan was followed by a more insistent press of his plush, almost couch- 
thick hips. It was everything Kyrm had wanted. From that first time Sprisk offered, back at a 
markedly more manageable size, he had fantasized about burying his face into those supple 
cheeks and working his tongue between them. Lavishing it with the affection such shapeliness 
deserved. 

Now, it was so much better than he could have ever imagined. Sprisk was better big. 
There was so much more of him to savor. He was so addictively supple. This last week had been 
an impossible challenge. Why had he been punishing himself? Depriving himself the privilege of 


being Sprisk’s seat? 


Sprisk didn’t tease. Didn’t gloat over his position. He didn’t want to embarrass Kyrm— 
he wanted to please him. And, ironically for a so-called pet, he did that by making the squeaking 
bat utterly helpless beneath his bottom. Kyrm’s glasses were completely fogged; his eyes rolled 
around in his sockets. His tongue hadn’t broken stride since the first descent. It was reflex. Pure, 
hungry instinct to devour the blueberry backside that left him salivating. 

He could hardly breathe, but breath was an afterthought. What little air Sprisk’s butt 
deigned to give through the finest of crevices in his cheeks was the trickle needed to keep Kyrm 
conscious. To keep him fixed on his duty as a bat butt cushion. 

The rocking of hips continued overtop him. The couch creaked beneath Sprisk. Kyrm 
wouldn’t be surprised if he weighed at least a ton. And most of that ton was wobbling right atop 
him, leaving him in this delirious state. Gigantic hips gyrated and bounced, encouraging Kyrm’s 
worship. 

His waist hung uselessly over the edge of the couch. Sprisk seized Kyrm’s jeans; a simple 
tug popped the button right off the pair. Sprisk jerked them down to Kyrm’s knees, freeing a 
needy erection that leaked without anyone laying a finger on it. 

Kyrm, gasping and moaning with such immense satisfaction, might have been able to 
cum without any stimulation to his cock. But this was a transaction. In exchange for sampling 
Sprisk’s heavenly goods, he had a toll to pay. One with dire consequences, though they didn’t 
seem all too dire when the end result would be more Sprisk to lick and nuzzle and touch himself 
to. 

He was in too deep now, regardless. Sprisk had him by the balls—literally. His entire 
package was being caressed. His licks intensified; what little kneading he could carry out from 


his position, he did so—pleading with Sprisk to free him from this aroused state. 


Whether it was what Sprisk intended or not, Kyrm was in such a state of horny overload 
that nothing would keep the tide back. His legs thrashed as he came all over the overlarge 
dragon’s overlarge hand, each spurt lubricating his palm and making the handjob all the sweeter 
for those brief moments it lasted. 

His frenzied licks slowed, but didn’t entirely abate. He relinquished his handfuls of ass, 
then went limp. 

Sprisk heaved himself onto his left hip, the couch wailing under such concentrated 
weight. He let out a quiet chuckle. “Is that better?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” Kyrm breathed the word; he was a wreck, fur and hair disheveled by his own 
saliva. 

“Good.” Sprisk delivered a gentle pat to his ass. “Now, you just rest up. You deserve it 
after putting in so much work for your micro pet.” 

“Right,” Kyrm wheezed. “Right, ’ll—mhhh!” He got a mouthful of ass as Sprisk sat 
back down. Reflexive struggles carried out for mere seconds before Kyrm relaxed. Rendered 
docile by the strangely disarming comfort of being reduced to Sprisk’s seat. 

“Comfy?” Sprisk asked. Kyrm could hear the television’s volume going up, a hint that he 
would be down there for a while. 

“Mhm,” was Kyrm’s wordless, muffled, and overjoyed reply. 

Ten minutes under Sprisk, and Kyrm could feel him getting heavier. Growing larger. 
Letting out satisfied sighs as his body swelled, ass cheeks spreading to encroach upon more of 
the couch, which creaked, then completely cracked apart. Kyrm let out a grunt as he helped 


cushion Sprisk’s fall. 


“Guess I’m a bit too heavy for furniture to handle me.” Further crackling followed as 
Sprisk rolled his hips before rising up. “Wow,” he whispered. “Hey, get up, Kyrm. I wanna see 
how big I’ve gotten.” 

Kyrm obeyed, amazed he could even stand. But he did. He had to. He needed to see; he 
braced himself to Sprisk’s thigh before forcing himself upright. That lone leg, thicker than Kyrm 
and that much stronger. It had to be strong, considering the heft it supported. 

The midsection of the crevice that had utterly buried his face was his new eye level. 

He stared in disbelief while Sprisk peered over his shoulder, barely able to see the bat 
behind his jutting ass and the thick length of his tail. 


”? 


“Now, whenever you’re hungry, all you have to do is walk up behind me!” Sprisk put his 
hands to both cheeks and spread them, exposing the pink center already slick with Kyrm’s spit. 
Kyrm almost realized too late that he had been bringing his mouth closer—to the point that 
Sprisk must have felt nervous little breaths along his crack. 

Kyrm barely wrenched himself away. Before he could be tempted further, he bolted 
upstairs and into his bedroom, back pressed to his battered door while he threaded fingers 
through his hair. 


This was just a setback, he told himself. 


He could still keep things under control. 


Things quickly deteriorated after that. 


Sprisk was very good at establishing new normals. 


The next day, Kyrm tried to keep his cool. It was hard, but sticking to his room helped. 
He sat in front of his computer and played through a classic point-and-click adventure game that 
let him remember there had been a time in his life before all this. 

Thump. 

Kyrm’s ears twitched. Something heavy was coming up the stairs. 

Thump. 

There was no way he could fit at his new height. 

On hands and knees, Sprisk came crashing in through the hall. Just shouldering his way 
into Kyrm’s bedroom caused severe damage. He busted the door off its hinges and sent objects 
crashing from shelves. 

“Hey, Kyrm!” Sprisk’s bellowing voice filled the room. He completely blocked the exit 
with his huge frame. He had to stay on his knees to avoid smashing the ceiling apart. 

“Ah, hey, Sprisk.” Kyrm wheeled his chair around to face his visitor. The hallway must 
have been devastated with twelve feet of dragon trying to drag his wide load through its 
confines. 

“T just figured I’d come up to make sure you’re okay. You haven’t been down all day... 
and I kinda cleaned out the fridge again.” 

“Oh,” Kyrm replied in a shaky voice. “W-well I’ll be sure to get you some more food. 
But, maybe you could wait downstairs? You can’t really fit in here.” 

“Hey, I just realized—I’m big enough to use a computer, now!” Sprisk ignored Kyrm’s 


request, causing a racket as he thundered forward on all fours. 


“Ah, you might be too big, now.” Kyrm’s bedroom was only fourteen feet long. It was 
exceedingly cramped with Sprisk destroying the doorframe and sending more fragile collector’s 
items tumbling to the floor. 

“Nah, I can still handle the mouse.” Sprisk reached over Kyrm and awkwardly handled it. 
“See?” It was about the width of his finger, which he awkwardly used to drag the cursor around. 

“J... guess so.” Kyrm sat very still beneath the canopy of chest fluff behind and over his 
head. 

“Could I have it?” Sprisk brought his head forward until he was looking upside-down at 
Kyrm, blocking his view of the screen. 

“What, the computer?” 

“Yeah!” 

“T mean, it’s... kind of my computer.” 

“What if I gave you something more interesting to look at in exchange?” 

“T kinda need my computer so I can do work, Sprisk.” 

“That doesn’t sound very interesting. Here.” Sprisk crawled forward. He slid Kyrm’s 
chair along the carpeted floor, providing a bit more space. Even in a squatting position, Sprisk 
dominated the room. He kept his oversized tail upraised, or it would have weighed down on 
Kyrm. His view was now completely blocked by Sprisk’s ass. Then, a moment later, he was 
covered by it as Sprisk sat down. 

He filled Kyrm’s lap, molding his back to the cushioned backrest. He squirmed, eyes 
closed as he tried to withstand the pressure. The plugged armrests were bending. The supports 
creaked. The chair’s plastic bottom snapped off a few seconds after, flying across the room. The 


floor shook. Kyrm was pinned head to hip. 


“Oops,” Sprisk said, but he didn’t move. “See? I knew you were getting the better end of 
the deal.” 

Kyrm tried to tell Sprisk to get off, but opening his mouth had it filled with dragon cheek. 

Sprisk was now the one with a computer. 

And a new computer chair. Distressed as he was about his room being wrecked, put back 
into the same position he had been in the day before, he automatically began making out with 
Sprisk’s mattress of an ass. Thirty minutes later, he proved his theory about being able to orgasm 
beneath Sprisk without anyone touching his erection. 

He came without any ceremony. 

It took Sprisk a few minutes to realize his cushion had cum. “Oh!” he cried. He undid 
Kyrm’s pants and pawed at his crotch to gather up seed, liberating it to be snacked on—a small 
tribute to Sprisk’s height while he clumsily handled a computer too small for him. 

Three days later. It was night. Kyrm had gone from crotch-high to mid-thigh. Sprisk was 
much too large to make it upstairs. That meant night was a reprieve from the constant 
bombardment of his increasingly shameless manhandling. 

“Night, Sprisk!” Kyrm called, racing upstairs before he could be pulled into any more 
sexual scenarios. 

“What’s the hurry?” A hand long as Kyrm’s chest was wide came down and blocked him 
from progressing along the second-floor overlook. He gulped, looking over the ledge. Despite 
being on the second floor, he only had a few feet on Sprisk. 


“Well, ’'m awfully tired.” Kyrm feigned a yawn. 


“That’s okay. You don’t need your bed anymore.” Sprisk hoisted Kyrm by his 
underarms, lifting him over the edge of the overlook and bringing him back to the increasingly 
cramped living room. He dropped to his knees, rattling the house. “I’m much softer.” 

Inarguably, he was. Kyrm discovered this as he was laid out between two legs longer 
than his entire body. Sprisk’s thighs, soft, smooth, and with that perfect amount of squishiness, 
made for a perfect mattress... and, though it might have been embarrassing, his balls provided 
warm, pillow-like support. The flaccid cobalt length hanging over Kyrm’s shoulder and running 
all the way to his waist provided reassuring, albeit possessive weight. 

Kyrm’s insistence over going back upstairs lasted maybe half a minute. Sprisk’s large, 
massaging hands felt so soothing. So nice. To be surrounded by him was a frustratingly relaxing 
experience. 

So, Kyrm fell asleep on Sprisk’s thighs, hugging his cock like a body pillow and using 
his balls as pillows. 

And when he woke from a saucy dream, groping something warm and soft. Licking and 
kissing and moaning, it took him a few moments to realize he was no longer dreaming. His arms 
were spread, locked around the sides of Sprisk’s thigh, hugging it tight, his cock pushed up 
against it. 

“Why did you stop?” Sprisk asked. “You were going at it in your sleep for at /east five 
minutes.” 

Kyrm gulped. He was already so hard. He craned his neck up and saw Sprisk’s 
encouraging expression. Felt the supple thigh fat he had been sleep fucking. 


He looked back down, blushing as he finished the dead. 


“There you go,” Sprisk soothed, massaging Kyrm’s back with a lone finger, stilling his 
shudders as his seed spilled out. A tribute to the dragon’s thigh. “Just think: you’ll be able to 
wake up like that every morning.” 

And so Kyrm had a new bed. 

More and more of his life revolved around Sprisk. He slept on Sprisk. He fed Sprisk by 
hand. He went out to get more food for Sprisk. His every sexual need—satisfied by Sprisk. 

He had to bathe Sprisk. It wasn’t like he could fit in the shower, and getting him out of 
the house to hose him down in the yard was out of the question. Front or back, he would bust the 
door apart and be out in the world for good. 

Neither of them seemed to want that. 

Sprisk still wanted to be taken care of. He seemed almost spoiled by all Kyrm did for 
him, and more smug for it. His eyes twinkled with amusement as Kyrm did everything his “pet” 
asked, whether that was feeding him by shoveling food into a maw that could now fit a bat inside 
by both head and shoulders, or giving him a comfortable, squirming seat. Sometimes, it meant 
straddling his five-foot erection and taming his libido through the concerted efforts of Kyrm’s 
arms, legs, and tongue. 

It also meant washing him down from head to toe. 

A washcloth. A bucket. A mixture of soap and scale polish. Kyrm did the deed every 
single night, and every single night, there would be more Sprisk to wash. More surface area to 
scrub. 

Whenever he reached the middle, he ended up lingering. Scrubbing down Sprisk’s ass. 


Gliding water along his groin. Washing his nuts. 


Each sight left him hard. Even if he had already cum several times that same day, he 
always ended up getting turned on. An encouraging coo and a gentle pat of Sprisk’s ass would 
drive him feral, then he gave in. 

Each day, several times a day, Sprisk swelled larger. Grew juicier. Where he had once 
been able to comfortably stand in the high-ceilinged living room, he soon consumed it, sitting 
with his head to the two-story ceiling. Walls were renovated by different parts of his body; it was 
almost like there was more Sprisk than house. His rumbling voice could be heard from any room. 
Every movement caused the floor to crunch and quake. 

Kyrm’s grocery runs had become bi-daily trips. Work-from-home had become entertain- 
Sprisk-from-home. How long could he keep this up? How long could he keep the gluttonous 
giant satisfied, both sexually and through food? 

Just to keep pace, Kyrm had changed his diet. He did research online just so he could 
build up his sexual stamina and produce more seed. All to please Sprisk. All to please himself. 

But his life was becoming like a fever dream. This existence simply wasn’t sustainable. 

Sure, Kyrm had savings to dip into. And he had to dip into them. Sprisk didn’t demand 
food, but the rumbling of his stomach was ominous as a car-wide snout filling Kyrm’s lap, the 
drag of an immense tongue against his crotch preceding another session that would end in a 
bigger Sprisk. A hungrier Sprisk. A hornier Sprisk. 

A hotter Sprisk. 

Kyrm was addicted to watching the dragon grow, and this addiction was probably far 
costlier than any drug. How long could his bank account last? How long could his house last? 


Sprisk seemed blissfully dormant a great deal of the time, perhaps less energetic now that he 


was... what? Thirty feet tall? Forty? Kyrm had no convenient way to keep track. But each day 
there seemed to be one less piece of furniture in his house that wasn’t fractured to splinters. 

He was listless. Jumpy out in public. Even his latest trip to the grocery store left him 
feeling the powerful urge to return home. To be enfolded in Sprisk’s warm embrace and subject 
to his whims. Whims that were Kyrm’s whims as well. To vanish beneath the dragon’s vast blue 
backside with the tilt of a hip. To be hugged against his cock in a mismatched, worshipful 
frottage that let Kyrm revel in his insignificance. Or to be pinned by a single finger while made 
to hump and kiss Sprisk’s thigh. 

An outsider may have called it degrading, but Kyrm? Kyrm called it heaven. 

People were giving him funny looks in the grocery store. Not just because of his 
overflowing cart. It occurred to him that just thinking about the growth-hungry dragon had 
gotten him hard again. 

He left his cart by the restroom, where he quickly splashed his face with cold water. He 
took a few deep breaths. His erection softened, and he looked back up at himself in the mirror. 

“This has to stop,” he whispered. 

He drove all the way home wrestling with a lump in his throat. He hadn’t gotten 
groceries. Not this time. It wouldn’t have been enough, anyway. Sprisk would have just dumped 
the contents of every single bag into his mouth and thanked Kyrm for the “snack.” 

He stood before his home. An occasional creak could be heard, even from outside. It was 
a miracle he hadn’t received any noise complaints yet. Subtle cracks had formed along some of 
the walls; a neighbor had helpfully suggested he call a repairman—as if anyone walking inside 


wouldn’t run away in a few seconds. 


He hadn’t even confronted Sprisk at his current stature today. He did a whole lot of 
sleeping. Kyrm had managed to tiptoe out of the house undetected. 

He felt like an intruder in his own home. He eased the front door open slowly, then shut it 
behind him, wincing at the loudness of the resulting click. 

Deep breaths filled the house at rhythmic intervals. He heard a heavy thump, and he 
winced at the knowledge that his baseboards had just taken another beating. 

He walked into the living room. The wreck room, as he had come to know it. That 
arched, two-story ceiling didn’t seem so high now. The pancaked furniture laid in varying states 
of disarray. The walls suffered cracks much the same as the thresholds into other rooms, widened 
out to “O” shapes that wouldn’t accommodate the titan lying on his side, faced away from Kyrm, 
back slightly bent, knees smashed through and thighs half-devouring the kitchen. 

That stern talking to was going to be so much harder than he thought. 

Kyrm took a deep breath. He was so scatterbrained at the moment. Just seeing Sprisk like 
this got him riled up. Any confrontation would fall apart the second Sprisk saw Kyrm with a 
raging erection. But he was still asleep. Kyrm considered. It would probably be smart to... god, 
was he seriously considering this? 

No. Idly groping his erection through his jeans told him he had gone long past 
consideration. He had to jerk off before putting his foot down. 

He watched the gentle, gliding motion of Sprisk’s leviathan tail. It flicked about in his 
sleep; Kyrm had to be wary of it—the thing was a lethal weapon at this height. Flapping his 
wings would make too much noise. He had to tiptoe. Slowly. Carefully. 

Sprisk’s tail curled up against the wall above him; it snaked back down to its twin prongs, 


which rested along the floor. Kyrm planted one foot between the prongs, holding his breath. 


Then, he leapt over the next. The risky move rewarded him with surrounding walls of Sprisk to 
admire. 

There had been a time where he thought of Sprisk as a kobold. Now, without a doubt, he 
was a dragon, and this was his lair. Sprisk’s soles rested to Kyrm’s right, stacked upon one 
another to equal his own height. They ran up to calves that blocked a view of the living room’s 
right wall, leading to bent knees that had demolished the entrance into the kitchen, arching to the 
plush wall of cobalt thighs squashed together; they framed the enormity of Sprisk’s huge hips 
and gargantuan glutes. 

Kyrm whimpered at the sight. Was he really expected to have any self-control in a 
situation like this? Those bare, cobalt cheeks towered—polished to a sheen by his dutiful daily 
cleaning sessions. Wider than king-sized mattresses and with depth like four of them stacked 
atop one another; he had to remind himself of his mission to avoid sinking his hands, teeth, and 
entire body into the inviting roundness of that double-decker. 

They were pleasingly squashed together, one atop the other. Either easily beat him out for 
weight. The bubbly blue hemispheres begged for him to reach out and touch them. He almost 
did. 

Pulling his hand away, he instead reached into his jeans and started touching himself. He 
went down on his knees, staring forward. This was the only way to clear the haze from his mind. 
The only way he could tell Sprisk that it ended here. That they had to go public with this. Reach 
out to the company that shipped him and found out why he was like this. 

But those thoughts were hazy at best; his brain only had room for one thing. The 


curvaceous vista ahead of him forced all other thoughts out. Any subtle shift of Sprisk’s body put 


them into motion. Each move of one leg or the other was an art form, displaying the erotically 
charged beauty of his powerful form without effort. 

Kyrm didn’t realize how hard he was breathing. Loud enough to stir a sleeping dragon. 
He went still, his hand in his pre-stained pants as Sprisk arched his back, stretching ever-so- 
slightly and causing various parts of the house to creak and crack all around. 

“Welcome home, Kyrm.” Peering over his sprawling body, one red eye fixed intently on 
Kyrm, a slight smirk on his muzzle, was Sprisk. 

“J... [have to talk to you about something.” Kyrm wrenched his hand from his pants, 
forcing himself to his feet. This was hardly how he thought it would go, but even with an 
erection straining against jeans, he had to push through. 

“Are you sure it can’t wait until after you’re finished?” 

Kyrm seriously considered. His cock throbbed at the invitation. “Yes!” he cried. “Sprisk, 
there’s almost no house left for you to grow into. I... I can barely afford to feed you anymore.” 

“Tt has been getting a little cramped in here,” Sprisk said, shifting his right thigh forward 
and causing a ruckus by splintering some cupboard in the kitchen. “And those snacks you’re 
bringing me have been leaving me hungry.” 

“Right. So we should—” 

“Switch roles!” Sprisk interrupted. “I’m glad you agree. It makes so much more sense for 
you to be the pet, anyway.” 

“What? I’m not a pet.” 

“You do whatever I ask like one. Whenever I tell you I want to get bigger, you hop right 


onto me.” 


“Sprisk. Stop.” Kyrm’s words came out shaky. Almost at a sob. He had come home full 
of resolve. Ready to put this madness to rest. Now, all he had to show for it was his arousal. 

“You don’t have to hide it. ’'m probably all you think about by this point.” Sprisk 
fondled his own ass, deforming his right cheek by squashing his hand against it and kneading it 
like dough. “I can hear you saying my name in your sleep. And I can tell you sneak in extra 
sessions when I’m asleep, since I keep waking up a little bigger. If you really wanted me to stop 
growing, you wouldn’t have come back and started touching yourself the second you walked in 
the door.” 

Kyrm opened his mouth. No sound came out. 

“T bet you don’t even realize your hand is in your pants right now.” 

Kyrm didn’t. He pulled his treacherous hand back up. His breathing grew more labored 
as he looked from the dark spot in his jeans up to Sprisk’s knowing expression—then straight 
ahead to Sprisk’s ass. 

“Face it: you’re already my pet.” 

Kyrm didn’t respond. But his body did. His erection throbbed in reply, further tenting his 
jeans. 

“Take off your clothes.” 

Kyrm did. He looked pathetic by comparison. A scrawny stick of a bat, pants and 
underwear pooled at his ankles—an erection pointed straight ahead at what it wanted. He 
wrapped his wings around himself to stop from touching his twitching cock. 

“And now that I’m in charge, you’ll never have to worry about a thing. I’m so glad you 
let yourself be my pet, Kyrm. Every day, Ill be sure to give you plenty of time with your favorite 


part of me. 


“And you do a great job with that washcloth, but I’ve got a better idea. How about you 
come closer?” 

Kyrm obeyed. He didn’t even think to kick his pooled clothes off. He shuffled forward. 
Towards the swell of Sprisk’s ass, staring straight ahead at his crack. 

“T think you’d like giving a tongue bath a whole lot more.” Sprisk slapped his right cheek 
so hard the rippling impact made Kyrm stumble back. Velvety blue ass fat was squashed by 
Sprisk’s grasp. A heaving tug pried his cheeks apart, revealing the space between those painfully 
thick globes. 

“You don’t have to, though. You were so nice to me when I came out of that box. I’d feel 
bad if my pet wasn’t completely in love with my body. You can just turn around and walk out 
the door right now if you want.” 

Kyrm could. But he wouldn’t. Admitting defeat had never been so sweet. All it took was 
a few steps forward, a whimper, and a draping of his slim body over Sprisk’s left cheek, bringing 
his head into the ass cleavage of a pet he bought on sale for $6.99. 

“Good boy.” More words followed, but they went unheard, muffled as Sprisk let go, 
sealing Kyrm’s head and shoulders inside. 

He relished in his first duty as a pet, coincidentally so similar to the tasks he had to carry 
out when Sprisk was his. He dimpled fat by burying his snout; his tongue unfurled and he licked 
with need—grateful that Sprisk had demolished those last, willful shreds of resistance. Happy 
that his existence had been so simplified by the playful dragon. 

This was where he belonged. 

He rutted, driving his hips deep as he could into Sprisk’s buttock. It was a warm waterbed 


with a smooth exterior that formed a perfect mold against his cock. 


His shy motions quickened. He wormed himself deeper into the crack. He couldn’t get 
enough. He licked and even nipped at mouthfuls. His hands explored and caressed—groping 
with rapture. 

He was already so close. Sprisk must have felt it, because he spoke. His words were 
registered, but only barely: 

“Make it bigger.” 

Kyrm obeyed. He closed his eyes, whimpers muffled into the divot dug by his snout. He 
drove his hips forward hard as he could, body tense as a bowstring—then he went limp, 
shuddering as he painted a bit of that beautiful blue curvature white. White with more seed than 
he had ever given the dragon. 

His glasses were foggy. His heart pounded. His feet hung off the ground while he 
remained lodged in what felt like his new home. 

“See? I told you...” The entire room shuddered as Sprisk rolled onto his front. Kyrm was 
brought along for the ride. Both smothering cheeks parted; he was too weak to pry himself free. 
Instead, Sprisk pinched his head up with two fingers and pulled him out. He was brought to his 
knees, kneeling on Sprisk’s left cheek. It had felt like a lot, but his cum stain looked pitiful. 
Nothing but wispy white droplets dribbling down and disappearing into the crack, where a slight 
sheen of saliva could be seen. 

“Kyrm,” Sprisk uttered in a breathless voice. That breathlessness made Kyrm look further 
down, between Sprisk’s legs to his balls and his colossal erection. He had always been packing, 
but the hardon on the floor was absurd. A fat, aroused blue log of a dragon dick leaking enough 


precum to fill a tub. 


“Eyes up here, in case you forgot.” Sprisk’s immense tail swung in an arc, narrowly 
missing Kyrm’s head before thumping down on its side; Kyrm stared past it—along the ruined 
length of his living room. 

Sprisk stared over his shoulder. Looking into each other’s eyes, they both knew who 
belonged to who. 

“Feel better?” 

Kyrm wanted to try reasoning with Sprisk. If not for the dragon’s sake, then his own. 
This was all insane. His house was in shambles. He was in shambles. He hadn’t taken more than 
ten steps into the house before being overcome with the need to jerk himself off. 

But, to answer Sprisk’s question, he mumbled out a, “Yes.” 

“Good. I hope you weren’t too attached to this house, though.” Sprisk’s voice trembled 
with excitement—ust like the rest of his body. “I think my body’s ready to make up for lost 
time.” 

Sprisk used his tail to sweep Kyrm onto his back, sliding him down and keeping him 
blanketed while forcing him to lie upon the cushioned curve of draconic ass crack. All around 
him, he heard the howl of his house. The death throes of half-cracked wooden supports reduced 
to splinters. Legs cramped for too long to conceal their existence at last stretched, pulverizing a 
wall and smashing through a neighboring fence. A grinning muzzle poked out the back of the 
house, then erupted into a full head, shaking debris from his cloudy hair. 

Kyrm flinched and braced himself, hugging the underside of Sprisk’s tail while his entire 
body swelled. It was as if Kyrm’s surrender had given Sprisk permission to outgrow the house— 


and keep on growing. 


A relieved sigh at a booming volume indicated the chaos was over. The ponderous tail 
blanketing Kyrm lifted; he sat up in astonishment from his perky rise. It was like sitting on the 
roof of his two-story house. He could see neighboring yards bulldozed by dragon feet and 
occupied by legs and thighs. 

Rubble littered Sprisk’s ass. Little planks of wood poked out from his cheeks; they were 
reduced to splinters by a bouncing flex. 

Fingers drummed along Sprisk’s cheek, causing it to ripple in quick succession. Fingers 
the size of Kyrm. 

It was the perfect ratio, he realized; now that he was the pet, he was as big as Sprisk had 
been at the start of all this. 

“Sorry if you were busy enjoying the view,” Sprisk thundered. “But I’ve got a feeling we 
need to get out of here.” His lone fingertip covered the entirety of Kyrm’s chest, bouncing him 
up and down. Teasing Kyrm as he watched ass fat rise and fall around him; he was already rock 
hard again. 

“Tl fish you out later, okay?” There was only one place to store his new bat bug. He 
pushed down a little harder than before, Kyrm slid right between. He fought for a few seconds, 
then accepted his fate. The finger lifted and left him submerged. Unable to move, with only the 


thinnest traces of air available from the narrow crack far above. 


The world shifted. It bounced and flexed and mercilessly grinded. 
Thoom. The first of many footfalls rattling the world went further in rattling Sprisk’s 
body, leaving Kyrm to shudder with each seismic shift of the stacked brick house of an ass 


already tempting him to make it bigger. 


And though the consequences weighed heavy on his mind—Sprisk weighed heavier. 
Without caring for where hundreds of feet of Sprisk were headed, the pet bat lodged into 
his backside began working his hips, already prepared to inflict more of the dragon upon an 


unsuspecting world. 


